A Kingly Bed | 
MISERY. 


In which is contained, A Dream : 
wITH 
 E/egy upon the Martyrdom of 


of Charles, late King of England, 
of bleſſed Memory: 


AND 
other upan the Right Honoura- 
| ble the Lord Capel. 


wITH 


inſt the Enemies of Peace, and the 
uthors Farewell to England. 
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To thatPatroneſofVertues 


and moſt L1}uſtrious Princeſſe, _ 
ELIZABETH, 


The ſorrowfull Daughter to our late 
Martyr'd Soveraigne, CHARLS, 
King of England, &c. 


Moſt Vertuous Princeſle : »| 
2s S this ſubjef, which 
DANS my zealous preſump- | 
2g. 1107 preſents to your 
erions View, is a compound | 
of zoy and rriefe : ſo T hopeit 

Mll furniſh your Royall breaft 

is well with the raptures of 


joy, as the principles / ſorrow. 
Madam 


7 
v1 


e Epiſtle 

Atadam, I am confident that | 
I may, withont adulation ſay, }, 
that your R oyall Fathers} 
death, gave a life to Vertne. |} 
And as we have a ſufficient |» 
cauſe to deplore the abſence of: 
his Perſon, ſo we have an en. 
aenyable reaſon to reoyce for | 
the preſence of his perfections, 
Thich will build everlafling|* 
| Pyramids in the hearts off 
theſe, which were h1s loyal: 
 Subjeits Madam, althongh|r 
Heaven hath beew pleaſed to 

dmnnfÞ your joyes in this n- 

X ſerable| 


i Dedicatory. » 
| ſerable K 1ngdome , yet no 
), | queſtion but he will bereaf- 
rs ter multiply your pleaſures in 
e. t bis own. In the mean time, 
at | may theGlories of heaven.and 
of | the Mdeattations of your in- | 
1.1 comparable Fathers unparal- 
or | led vertues, keep a conſtant | 
s, | correſpondencie With your 
1[R ogal heart; as it is the un- 
of | farned prayers of h1m, Who de. 
It] dicates himſelf to your High- 
nee perfettions, and 1s 


(0 MAD 4M, 
1 A ſworn Servant to your vertues, 


Jo. QUARLES. 


To the R eader. 


Courteous Reader, 


Have not much to ſay in my | own de- 
| fence for the weak performance of this 
work, which I confeſſe was hammer'd 

' but of a diſturbed minde; therefore if there 
| þc any thing in it contrary to thy diſpoſiti- 
n, I ſhall defire thee to moderate thy paſ- 
jon, and pardon my imbecility: for it is ge= 
rally known, that errours in grief are in- 
dent toall: as for the errours of the Preſs, 
ſuppoſe them pardonable, in reſpect that 
hath received many interruptions, and - 
aſte joyn'd with fear, are conduQors to 
| niſtakes: Now Reader, my occaſions be- 
| Fond Sea adviſe me to bid thee adien; the 
yorſt that I can expect to ſuffer abroad, is 
but the extremities of Warre; and thebeſx 


thag 


To the Reader. 


- thebdithat I can expedt at home:is but t 
work of miſeries, if therefore there be a ne- 


cifſity of ſuffering, I conceive it to be the 
beſt of aalferings, toſuffer with the belt] 
of ſufferers, whole faithfull Subject I am, 
_ thy Servant, Reader, (if thou art Loy: 
all) 


JoHN QuARLEy. 
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for times, & manners,needs muſt have their changes \ 


SHave ſaild into-my ſtory mind 2 And bring 
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Orphews ( thou Turn-key ro all humane 
ſenſe ) 

Lnlock my braine, that I may fly from * 
hence, 

Out of this Cage of ſleep, let me not lye 

And drown my ſenſes in ſtupidity. 

My thoughss ſurpriſe my thoughts, 1 cannot reſts 

| have a Civil Warre within my breſt ; "of 

'me full of thoughts : what uncontroled ftreamg 

Flow from the fancies Ocean ? Oh! what dreams 


No other burthen with them bug a King, 

A King could I but kifſe thasx word, and not be 
An Idolizer ; 'tis too great a fault (choughe 
To kifle his bend. Nor can I think it ſtrange, 


Tis 8rue,] dream'd methoughts my watchful 'eyes 
Obſerv'd a King, and than a Sacrifice ; 

And raviſh'd with that majefy and grace 

[ſaw united in his modeſt face. 

B 
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I can to kifſe his hand, -but with a fall 

I wak'd, and loſt both King, and kiſſe, and al, 
And thus reſtore | to my formec ſenſe, ; 
I thus proceeded in my thoughts ; from whenceſ, 
Arilc theſe f ncies? Whit ? did fancy mean , 
To cauſe a ſudden fall t » inter vene 

Br tw:en akilſe and me ? *twas an abuſe 
Thar runs beyond the lini s of excule. 

I was enrag'd ev think that I ſhould miſſc 
(Being ſo nea; his 11an3 ).ſo {weer » kifſe. 
I check'd my fancy, which was toc pre.iſe 
To make merun to tft, yet loſe the vrize. " 
Thoughts follow thoughts, and when the fiſt iy, 
A ſecond riſes which docs oft prevent (ip:atþy; 
An inconvenient ation, many time | 
A ſecond thought g1i's virine by a crime. | 
The firſt being baniſh", reaſon thought ic good |; . 
/ Toplace a ſecond, wire the firſt though flvodyy, 
_ Andthen1 found my aGiive fancy play'd hy 
The Politician, and that thought allay*d ay 
The former flames ot paſlion in my bref, le 
Then was I pleas'd with what my, thoughts «xy, | 
Which was to this etf-ct —— (p.c & 


Me thoughts I lay - 
A grieved King, whole very looks were Law. 
He figh'd, as it his tender heart had tzken 
A farewell of his body, and forſaken 


( 
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This lower wo:ld, ht: ſtar- like eyes were fixt 
Upon the face of He 1924, his hands commIXt. 
His tompr? was park 10nious, Yet my car 

(Tonat was arrencive) could not prevall to hear 
This '\whiſp'ring ec20: Oh be pleas'd © incline 
Thy (:cred ears! was ever grief like mine ? 

Was ev r heart ſo ſad? was ever any 

So deſtitute of j3y, that had ſo many 


Js 1 have hac/ ? though all be ſnarcli'd frpm me, . | 


{t is 
«it, 


1d 
yo0d 


SS 
pic 


| (ay 


Th 


Yer lee me h-- > an intereſt in thee. 
Oh hezven !anar ere he ſtap'd as if bis breath 
Had ſtept alide to entertain a death. 
My ſoul was raviſh'd, and the private dart 

}} new-bred love, ſtruck pity to my heart, 
could no hold, bur filently bequeath 

ome drops unto the ground, my ſoul did cleavg 

1to his lips, for every word he: ſpoke 

Vas ponderous,and would have eaſily broke 

b' obdurat'it heart ; [ turn'd away iny eye, 

nd ſuddenly methaughts I did eſpie- 

ſacrifice; which when I did behold, 

y blood recolled, and my hear: grew cold? 
was tranfported, and methough's the place 
h:reon I too1,feem'd bloody tor a (pace : 
irembling, caft my wearied eycs abour, 
linking to find my former objeR our, 
it he was gone; and in his room was plac'd 
many-headed mon(ter that disgrac'd 
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The very place : They vaniſh'd, then appear'd 
A large-pretending rout, as well be car'd 

As Balaam's Aſſe, methoughts they did excell 
The ſe in ears, but could nor ſpeak ſo well. 
Methoughts they call'd a Counſell to contrive | 
Theic high defignes, and zealouſly diſlive | 
Same great Offenders that they thought roo wilef / 


To live amongſt ſuch ears, fuch c:ſt-up eyes. 
© One I obſerv*'d amongſt che ſtudious race [ 
© That had ( methoughts ) a bonesfire in his face:Þ\ 
* Ancther I deſcri'd amongſt the pack l 
& That ſeem'd to bear a Kingdome on his back: JA 
& Another I behcl1d which pleas'd me beſt, H 
© That could not rule bimſelf, yet rul'd the reſt: JT 
&* Another I eſpi'd which ſcen'd co look Al 


« Andread, but at the wrong end of his Book : 

© Another I obſerv'd which ſeen'd to weep, 

« And in conclufion, pray'd himſelf « ſteep : 

& Ancthec I deſcry'd, among theſe Brothers, 

«© That vow'd *twas right, becauſe he'd pleaſet! 

© Another heſtood up,8 wiſely broke (other 

« His long-kept-filent lips, and thus beſpoke. 
Come ! let's no longer now be kept in aw, 

Yam ſure our welfare is the Supreme Law; 

A King, that's nothing but a power thar is 

Subordinate ; the Laws arc oxrs, nor His; 

Is*t not the People makes a King ? well, then 

if we let him be King, we *ce fools, not Mex : 


! 


« 
e's 


do 


wile 
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For now we have him in his own-made ſnare, 

We'l keep him faſt, oh that we had His harre / 
Come, let *s proceed, and if our plots hit righe 

You ſhall be Lords at leaſt, and, a Knight. 

And let Malignants prate, their Purſes ſhall 

Pay tribute for their t o#gues at Gold» ſmit his hall : 

And if they grumble at what we ſhall do, : 

We'l make them pay their lives and money to0 ; 

The day is ours, let's not abuſe that power (ſowce 


| Which Heav's hath lent us; for ſweet things prove 


If not made uſe of , have we not been poor 
And others rich? Come, let's increaſe our ſtore : 
Had we but our deſerts, might we not crave 


: [The priviledge of all that others have ? 


All's ours, and yet our miſerics are ſuch, 


: JThat we arerich in little, poor in much 3 


Alas! our tender hearts arc 1d with pity 
Toſee ſo many blind in one poore City ; 
{they would pleaſe in a true zealous faſhion 
o moderatetheir long-continued paſſion, 
would much rejoyce the Saints, & we will pray 
hat they may live untill a wiſer day 
he” are very pious people, and we could 
both live and dic togerher, if they. would 
at furpiſh our deſires with every thing 
We want, and dote not too much on a King : 
e's but a man at moſt, and yer they muſt 
Pdore His Perſon, tho ugh He be unjuſt, * 
3 | 
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I could not chuſe but laugh the cther day, 
I'ipy'd a Cavalier that cloſely lay 
Perdue to kiſſe his band, and by and by ( 
He ſtarts away, and when as he w 8 -1gh þ 
(That which they call a King ) as his ow:: length FA 

; 
\ 


His legs (not having that ſufhicien: ſtrength 
His baſt requir'd) receiv'd a {udden tall, 


And overturn'd bim{elf, h's King, and all : (0 
The ſight mach pl:a&d me, being very near, B 
I n«ver help'd the King, ror a Cavalier : I 
I ſoon, rerxeated from that happy place, M 
And le t them both in a diftradted ca'e; ll 


But as | went, I was ſo vleft ro meet 

An upright Sifter, whole dividing feet 

Stext with ſuch innocency, that ny heart 

Did almoſt leap upon her io impatt 

My rew-bred juy; ter veryl: oks betray'd 
Her hezrt, indeed ſhe was a Jovely Maid : 

I bow'd my fel', and zealoufly imbrac'd 

The ſmall circumt*rence of her bending:waſte, 
Tkiſs'd her mouth, and having done th.t duty, 
My lips divided, andI prais'd her beau: y ; 
Eyxtreams of joy did almoſt make me faint : 

I thoupht,oh ! bere's a ſiſter for a Saint : 

I was amaz'd, my veryſoul did move 

Berween the great extreams of fear , and love ; 
She \mir'd upon me, and that very (mile 
Prov'd a Reftorative, andfur 2 while {Nor 
' | I mus'd 


Cy 


p 


us'd 
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Imug'd; at laſt my lips began to break, 
As that ſmile had licenced them to ſpeak 3 
Oh! then my mouth bein ram'd with w-rds, let flis 
Both wit, and laxguage, and did ſoar as high 
As our Remonſtrance, oh ! how 1 did heat 
Her cars w'th my diſcourſe, it was ſo neat ; 
As if my ready mouth had been the School 
0! language, yetſhe plcas'd to call me Fool; 
But "twas in jelt Pm ſure, or were it not 
'Tis nothing fince my goodneſs has forgot 
My liſters weakneſs, and indecd we men 
Wuſt bear with Siſters failings, now and then; 
They often trip in zeal, and ſometimes tak e 
A fall, and love it for theGiver's ſake : 
Dur greateſt faults they'l pardon for a buſs, 
ome, we mult bear wich them, they bear with ws"; 
bur after ſhe had cald me fool, ſhe checkt 
er (elf, I wiſely own'd it withnegleR, 
ſpread my cloak upon the ground, and there 
Ve cooPd our paſſions in the open air : 
iſter, ſaid], you have been pleas'd to ſpend 
The nawe of Fool upon your faithfull friend, 
twa® my worth you raſhly did eclips, 
ind le have ſatisfaftion from thoſe lips 
ſhat gave th* affront,let me no longer ſtay, 
y fury will admit of no delay. 
Jear Brother, ſhe reply'd, if it be ſo 


/Jou muft haye ſatisfaRion, take 't below; 


B 4 You 
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You ſoar too high at firſt, I muſt deteſt 

Your loftyplay, the middle way 1s beſt ; 

But if you are reſolv'd, you ſhall not ſay 

I'm obſtinate : for if you will, you may : 

I ſoon return'd her thanks, and with my hand 
] pulF'd her cloſe, and made her underſtand 
What I had ſeen : But oh how ſhe was pleav'd! 
Ah verily (ſaid ſhe ) the news has eas'd 

My longing heart. But when the King fell down 
Thou wert unwiſe thou hadft not ſnatch'd His 
*Tis rarely ſpoken SiFer, had 1 had (Crown, 
TheCrowy, | ſhould have made a gallant Lag; 
Should I but ſway the Scepter of this Land, 

Vde make my Subjes die at my command ; 

Fde lopthe great one: off, and make the low 
Subordinate to me, Ide make them know 

The reines were mine ; but at the firſt Fde Heal 
Into their hearts, and ſoo] them with my zeal. 

I would declarennto the world, and take 

An Oath, 1 afted for Religions ſake : 

I'de fill them fall of zovelties, and then 

Siſterchon knowſt the common ſort of Men 
(Like flies) will buz about my new-made light; 
I'de call them Babes of grace, and make them fight 
With Cerberuc himſeli in my defence, 

My Soul now tells me*tis a rare pretence : 
Fde hire ſome. baubling Preachers to infuſe 
Divijion ; androflatter them with news, 
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[de plump their ſouls with promiſes, that they 
Hould never fail to ſwear, what ſhould I (av; 
l'4e make my Preachers urg: them all to joyn 
And fight for God; then will their Plate be mire : 
This is an art that lies above the reach 

Of every brain : Ide ſuffer all to Preach 

And ſow ſediticn, every one ſhould be 

At lea(t a Saint, and preach upon a Tree: 

And if my great occafions ſhould require 

Large ſummes of money, then woold | infpire 

A Pablique faith ; and if ic would not rife 

That way; I'de makethe bellows of Exciſe 
Topuffe it up; this is a cl-anly way 

To ſweep up money, Souldiers muff have pay. 

Sifter, thou knowſt *ris no diſpracing ſtfaltb 

To make Religion rob the Common- wealth : 

What though Malignants rail at our defignes, 
Wecan extra our livir gs from their fines : 

I've ſpoke enough, now Siſter Ple divorce 

My nimble tongue from this profound diſcouje «© 
Now give me leave to dedicate my heart 
Tothee ( my Patroneſſe ) before l part. 
Brother, alas! Tam a harmlefſe maid 

And we you know are eaſily betray'd 

By mens delufion : If your love be true, 

The zeal of my affe&ions light on you 

You know we ought to love, and none can be 
Morg honeſt jn their harmlefle loves than we, 


For 
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For we may love each other in the ſpirit, 
And pray and preach together, and inherit 
Our own defires, whilſt others ſend their crics 
To theirbeloveils, and yct looſe the prize. 
Sifter thou haſt exaly ſatis". 
My large deſires : may happineſs bety'd 
The thriving ſpirit, truly tis a pain 
Topart, but that I hope to mect again : 
T ondon (tht neſt of worth) that yielding place, 
T am refolv'd to view, within the ſpace 
Of forty honrs, whero I intend ro ſpare 
And ſee ſome brethren I have there, 
It is a goodly place as fame 1clates: 
For there the Siſters live, and-all the States ; 
Truly tare very godly and pretend 
TJuſt like our ſelves, to be a faithfull friend 
To King, and Monarchie, when as Alas-»- 
And then 1 wak'd, and let the other paſs 
LInutter*d, bur indeed I doe confeſs 
1 wiſh that I had heard a great deal leſs, 
And yer (to ſpeak the truth) I was perplext, 
Becauſe I could not hear what followed next. 
This was a midnights dream, I was inpain 
Till night had lull'd me in her arms again. 
And for the ſpace of half a tedious houre 
I was difturb'd, till ſleep had gain'd ſome power 
Over my {lumb'ring ſenſes, but at laft 
Call'd to the bar of ſleep, Ithere was caſt : 
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| had not long in peacefull pleaſure ſſumber'd, 
Be'ore ans interpoling dream incumber'd 

My quier fancy, ſuddenly ny car 

Was fi]Pd with ſuch a noiſ- , as none could hear 
Withour much fear, as it th' incurved back: 

Of burth'ned Atlas had begun io cracks 
Methoughts 1 ſaw the Heav'n: how they begun | 
(Asif th'ad {corn'd the glory ot the Sun) 7 
To frown upon the earth, which ſeem's to flame 
Like ſult hui ous Er, from whole bowe's came 
Who'e Regim ents of Spirits whic.1 ciſturb'd 

The air, who'e fury hated to be curb'd; 
Methoughts they wer e ambitious to expell 

Sore Potentate and wake his {cat their Hell : 
Methoughts at Jaſt (1 ſſunk ring) ſeem 'd to hear 
Atingle voice that whiſper'd in ny car, 

Yet thun cer's iu my heart which made me grone 
Ai every word; cxpreſt in ſuch a tone : 
Which would w'th gi: cat facil ty h-ve turn'd 

A Tyrarts leart, or elſe conſuni'd and burn'd 
His breaſt to aſhes, and it Janguage could 

Move pity in a Alinty ſoul, this would, 

Fe bolted forth his pricfs like claps of- thunder, 
Asif each word ſhould cleave a heart in. ſunder; 
His v-ice being guarded with a pleaſing force, 

I facritic'd my ears 10 his diſcourſe ; 

Methoughts my ſoul, my very ears were bleſt 

In giving audience, whilf} be thug expreſt, 

JICY Oh 
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Oh Heaven ! oh Earth! how can they chuſe but 
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To ſee theni make a foot-ball of a Crown ? 
How Jong ſhall I be made an aym'd at mark 
Of pointed envie ? ſhall they make me dark 
ThatT made light? and ſhall that light devourec 
The former principle? Unhappy howre 
| When my abuſed willingnefſe was made 
A Stalk-horſe unto thoſe, who have betray'd 
An Iſland unto tyranny; whoſe Lawes 
Opprefſfe truce Subje&5,and make me the Cauſe: 
Malitious age, and will their fury have 
My end, untill it ſend me to my grave? 

grave moſt peacefull Place, for me ſure 
There's no Rebellion; there Ile reſt ſecure 
Where neither grief, nor care, ſhall date torment 
My ſublime ſoul, there, there lies true content. 
There there's the death of ſorrow, and the life 
Of Peace, and there's a period to all ſtrife. (trie 
There's none can mock my woes, there's none can 
A King, nor make a Garriſon, but I, 
And what I ſpake, my ſoule proteſts is true, 
I am no ſlaveto death but unto you 
My ſoul's my Gods, and Tyrants doe your worft 

's ſoul was free, when's body was accur}. 

But you bloud-tbirfly Zebots, learn to know 
You never can riſe high , if I fall bw. 
I fear no threats, let torments all conjoyne 


(frown 


Themſelves, at laſt ye'l find them yours, not mine, | 
What 
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What though I ſuffer here, my ſufferings ſhall 
wnl Advice my ſoul ; May they not make you fall? 

Let out my life , goe make a ſtreaming floud, 

And bath your ſelves in my diffuſed bloxd, 
e [[ct looſe your furies, give your paſſions breath, 
And let them bait my body unto death, 
| am refoly'd, my beart ſhall flie above 
The reach of fear, and view the God of love; 
Confider well, what glory can accrew 
From my deſtruQion, to ſuch ſoules as you; . 
Be not too raſh, but know a cauſe thar's dy'd 
In guiltleſſe bloud cannot be juſtifi'd, : 
A proſperous vice ſhall never claime a right 
To perpetuity,'will but in- right 
ent | A totall ruine, *tis a greater Fame 
t. | To die with virtue, than to live with ſpame, 
You ſeek for truth, and yet you goe the way 
erie | T9 Make the field of truth a Golgatha; 
can | There is a great antipatby between 
FaJion 2nd Peace, and yet my eyes have ſcen 
How you (whoſe reſtleſs ſpirits, ſtill increaſe 
With Fa9ion) ſeem to ftuddy for a Peace ; 
-# | Doc not miſtake, for they that will compoſe 
A difference muſt never doe't by blowes. 
The worſt of Apprehenſions may deſcrie 
You nouriſh Spiders, and deftroy the Flie. 
Who glorics in a crime will in conclufion 
(| Receive a carſe, and with chat curſe confuſion; 
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] long to be reſulyv'd pray tell me why 
Ye think ye cannot {:v:, except I die ? 
Your thoughts are vain, twill be a tarmted breath, 
That has it's derivation from my death. 

AmlI a Bafilisk? and can my eyes 

Devour you? for you know my bo!ly !ies 
SubjeR to be deftroy'd,not to deſtroy 

(By caking up ot a:ms) your Kngly joy : 

But you ſuppoſe, it 1 ſhould long {urvove, 

I would become laborious, and contcive 

Some new deſigns, and with my numerous forces, 
| Divect the ſtream ot your un{awſull courſes ; 
Make reaſon your companions, walk a while, 
Conſu!t together, ſtride no: Ore the File 

When as the gap lies open, they're unwiſe 

That will (wh:n they forelee a harm) de'piſc 
Preventing means ; for it you take this life 

From my enjoyment. ye'l beget a ſtrife 

That will not end, and whe: thar ſtrife is b e 1; 
Then will my wrongs ſurvive, th ugh | am deat, 
And you that caus'd my guiltleſſe heart to bleed 
Will find another to revenve the dee! ; 

Ask Heav'ns forgiveneſſe, for ye cinnot crave 
Leave to abſcond your crim-s Within my Grave, 
Be well afſur'd, that ev'ry drop which parts 

Out of my veins, (hall cleave unto your hearts, 
Like tangling birdelime, which will hol you faft, 
And vexgeance too, ſhall find you ourar laſt. _ 
| Heav'ns 


= 
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Heav®ns all ſurveying eye mult needs obſerve 
Your late unpoliſh'd ations, wiich deſerve 
1p (As many torments as th? inraged hand 
"Of verpance can Impoſe,or Heaven comman t, 
Did I not labour with a ſerious brelt 
Duri: g the Treaty, to reftore ſome reſt 
Tothis diſtempe*d Kingdone? But the gales 
Of Malice were oppugnant to my fails; 
My heart was loaled with the large encreaſe 
Of hopefull thoughts, my ſoul was hlV'd with peace: 
But at the laſt my hopes prov'd uſel: 1s dro's; 
And thin 1 loſt a Crows, and found a Croſſes -- 
havn hear my wiſh, oh grant | may commence 
A Doflor in the art of Patience ! 
It matters not how poor my Perſon be, 
It at the laſt I may be crown'd with thee, 
hou knowlſt the ſecret corners of my heart 
Vhich is at thy diſpoſing, f-r thou art 
\. Pe Kingof Kings, and unto thee Vie pay 
4, [{herribute of my ſoul both night, 'and Cay. 
4 Pam thy Subjed, give me grace to ſtand 
Irmly obedient to thy juſt command, _ 
. Vhen for my fins 1 ſhall receive thy blows, 
:, Phgive me power to ſuffer, not oppoſe ! 
' Fardon my Enemies which have been ſtrong, 
s P41 alwayecsſtudious how to do me wrong . 
faft, $24 though they've vented thar which is untrue, 
her forgive, they know not what they do, 
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They hate theirKing,and are not pleas'd with any 
O grant, good God, they may not find too many! 
The chicfeſt of their work is to devoure; 
( Stones have uſurpt their hearts, as they my powre; 
Againſt the ſound of Peace, their eares, arc bar'd 
Oh never ſure, was Pharaohs heai t ſo hard, 
They diſreſpe& their King; it was not fo 
With Shadrach, Meſhach, and Abedwego ; 
Their tongues have vilifi'd me oftentimes , 
Theſe three wcre never guilty of ſuch Crimes; 
Their bearts had vow'd obedienceto their King, 
And never try'd by force of Armes to bring 
Tbeir own Defigres to paſſe; but their ſubmiſſion 
Sent comfort to their ſouls, and much contrition} 
To bim, whoſc more then ſeven times heated breſt I! 
Did ſoon regreſt what his hot rage cxpreſt. 
Bur well, fince thus it is, I' le firive to fway JÞ! 
The Scepter of my miſeries, and lay 
A good foundation that myFoes may build | 
Their torments on my breſt, which ſhall be fill'd J/ 


With true content, Fle labour to ſupport , [ 
Bat yct muſt yeeld, when death (hal ftorm the fortYT 
I cannot ſtart at death, I know it brings P 
A fixis ao griefs, and fings C 
Amtbems of Peace : how happy's he that can 0 


Flic to his God, and ſcorne the rage of May: Pt 
Thunder ye Sons of tyrany, 1ct rage 0 
Flaſh from your ſulph'rous ſouls, ftrive to ingage 
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The flames of Etna too, and let then daſh 
Againft my breaſt; Ile own them as a flaſh, 
Flatter your ſouls, prepare your hands to do 
»wre:f A d-ed that heav'n will not adviſe you to. 

rd || Ipity you, my heart cannot forbear 

Toligh ; and Nature too commands a tear ; - 

Oh tht my head (like toa Fountain) could 

Furniſh my eyes with tears, oh then I would 

Begin the morning: and conclude the day (way; 

With Drops, and waſh the black-browd'd night a» 
vg, | Oh l-c my language wher your dull beliet, 

'Tw2s you that filPd my flowing heart with grief, 
ſion | And now my Torments more and more excell, 
-Itionf Hexv'n grant me breath enough to bid Farewell. 
breft | Farew. Il fad world , thatlike a bolt of thunder 

Hath more than cleft my reaving heart in ſfunder. 

y PDeath's nothing like the ſorrow which I find 

Rafing a towre of woe within my mind. 

Thou partner of my ſoul, huw canl die, 

1'd JAnd leave thee here to weep a Lullaby 

To my indulgent babes, how can it be, 

That I muſt Jeave fo dear & Spouſe as thee. 

Poor hearts, If I muſt go and leave you all 

Confas'd together in the common ball 

Of this inraged world, what will ye do 

ut mourn for me, as | have mourn'd for you ? | 

Oh where will you retire your ſelves, and ſpend 

gageJſour groaning bours, oh what regarding friend . | 
Th CG Wil 


any, 
any! 
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Will give a minutes audience, or relieve 

Your pining wants, or moax to hear you grieve ? 
What Nation will regard, or entertain 

G royal') though a miſerable train; 

his is a ſorrow that divides 1-.y breſt ; 

This is » prief that cannot Þ» expreſt 
Wirhqu: a ira&tur'd beart, this is a wound 
That makes confuſion ative to confound. 

Wers it a poſlibility io have 

Ten thoutanc: Lions 1-dg*d wit hin this Cave, 
(This trunk of mine) they could not more tor- 
My hcart thats this unbounded diſcontent 5 (ment 
Should ll the Tyrants in the world cunntrive 

A way to make 2: Cyi'g ſou! ſurvive 
With living parn, th: y acver could exceed ( 
The Tyrants ©t their Times in luch adeel ; ( 
I have been long inipriſon'd ; ani! at laſt / 
CalPd to the bar ; howſcon | my be caft I 
Heav'n knows, not I, for they thit were {© beld A 
To bring we thither, will, :{ not coritrolPd, \ 
x Force m- to death their very !ooks d:clare A 
Their reſolutions, vhiitt thi hearts prepare V 
 Foſuck my veins ; Ah thus they have betray'd me: ls 
" And ſmile to fer hw glorious they have made we, [11 
They ſwell'd like Mountains, and at 1-ft brought] 
The Mouſe of Reformation ,whoſe worth (forth [Ha 
Is ſeatedin all lofty brains, an'! hurI'd - 
Through cv'ry corner of th' inquiring world, To 
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But why ſhvul | 1 infiſt upon your Crimes ; 4 

May Heav'n t :raive you, and ſend better tames 3 

I know my dayes are ſhort, *cis therefore meet. 

To leave thi- Crown, and buy a windingsſbeet : 

B: gore te: reſtr;atl pleaſures, for ye are 

Bu: Gaolrrs to your Keepers, and inſnare 

Your fond believers, go, my beart's no tombe 

To pive you burial!, ſeek ſome other room ; 

Fly then :»y /cul, but ſtay, what bands chis -, 

x- | That ſee:ns ty hold me from my long'd for blifſe's 

ne | More for: ows yet, will not th' Almighty pleaſe 

T* afford my ſoul on earth « minutes calc, 

Oh thou that mak'ſt my harveſt full of pains, 

Grant that my worKing ſoul may reap the gains 5 

Griet's grown  Pol:tician, and it keeps 

A ſtrong reſerve; wha: eve is this that weeps 

Theſe bciny trars 11.to my fluent beart, | 

As if thoſe floods ſhould drown me ere I part ;, 

What voice 1s this | ſeem to hear ? What tones 

Are theſe th+t laviſh out themſelves ingroans > , © 

What ails my thoughts ? wiat near related breath 

me: [1s this that ſeems to breath a ſudden death 

we, [16r> my panting breaſt ? methinks I hear 

aght A female voice cry, muſt I Janguilh here? 

forth [Hard- hearted death, why art thouchus unkind ! 

To take him hence, and leave me here behind 

To weep his 0bſequies, draw up thy bope, 

and ſegd mc whither I defire to go. Ez 
C 2 Shoos 
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Shoot, ſhoot,oh deetb,thou ſhalt not be withſtood, 
Come, dip thy arrows in my crimſon blood, 
Fear not, Ter fly, and let thy rovers hide 
Their ewi-fork'd beads within my wounded fide : 
Oh Heav':, fince thou wert ple:s'd to joyn our 
And bearts tgether,let thy ſtri& comands (hands 
Urg: death to ſtrike us both, that we may tiy, 
And dedicare ou (culs eternity ; 
Alafſe what joy, what comfort can accrue 
To me.wher ke ſhall bid this world adue, 
Tliv'd within his beart, but ah, if he 
Shall quir this earth, what life remains in me. 
Alaffe tad beart, what canſt thou do bur pine; 
Never could grief be parralcl'd with mine; 
T am the ſea of grief, all ti cams do tend 
Towards me, for ah my ſorrows know no end; 
The ſturdy winds of care and trouble blows 
Into my ſoul, my Ocean alway:s flows, 
And never ebbes, oh miſerable age; 
How ain I madea ſubje# to their rage, 
Whoſe par-boi!*d ſouls obſerve no other diet 
Bart Blood ; and ſeem to reſt in our diſquict : 
You all exceeding Tyrant. If ye thirſt 
For royal! blood, be pleas'd to take mine hrſt. 
Mines but a draught, ye'le quickly (will it up, 
Alas it will not yield each ſoul a ſupp ; 
You are the fountains from whoſe breſts do ſpring 
The ſtreams of Mirder, and your ſouls an log 
OTnIin 
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Nothing but bloody notesz you can contraRt 

The body of all miſchief, and enaQt 

/e : | What pleaſes you ; bur will you ſubjugate 

ne | Your legall King, whoſe patzence is your bate z 

ad; | But if-you ſeek his fatall overthrow, 

Yele murder more than thouſands at one blow; 

But why do I thus laviſh breath in vain, 

On thoſe whoſe fury hath no ears; refrain 

My trembling tongue ; Tyr ants Ile leave you here, 
And turn my thoughts to Charls, whoſe lif*s as 
To me, as death is cheap to you ; Alafſe (dear 
My heart is full, I cannot let thee jalle 

Without a ſigh, nor can n y eyes forbear 

* I[Towaſh thy ſad remembrance with a tear ; 

Has Heav'n decreed it? muſt we be divided, 

Dear King ; and muſt our ſorrows be derided? 
Thou great Recorder of my thoughts, to thee 

I will refign; command, and I will be 

A ſubje& to thy will ; Oh let me have 

Thy gracious pardon, then a ſpeedy grave, 

or ah what comfort can my waſting breaſt 

ope to receive,when I am diſpoſſeſt 

If ſuch a Foy, alas where ſhall ſeat 

y heart; tears are my drink, and ſight my meat ; 
heſe pallid lips of mine ſhall never dare 

oring}! 9 wn a ſmile, Vie live with grief and care, 

vg Fccptmy God will pleaſe to take me hence, 
chin$0d make his glorious Kingdome my defence 3 
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Was it not grief enough to be abſented 
Five zears from him, whole ab/enie was lamented 
* With reall drops, yet then 1 co:rld obriin 

Some hopesto {ce him in his throne apain. 

But bark! me thinks my Fancy {e:msto hear 

An air of comfort breathing i» my ear, 

It iz the voice of Charls, whoſe plealing breath 
Seems to advance me from the ſhales of death : 
M:thionksI hear his language which di{tilis 
-Out from the Limbeck of his ſoul, and fills 

My pining heart with a triumphing joy , 

His voice revives me, but his words Ceſtroy, 

He chus proceeds; ——oh thou that art the vine 
Which wiſts abouc.this twini: g heart of mine, 
Approach my preſence, and L will declare 

How great my ſuff rings, and my comforts are : 

Firff I was. toft, and banded to and fro 

From place to place, peimitted nor to go 
VVithourt a Zpard, a guard tht did pretend 
Rather to aQ a murder, than defend : 

Then was[ hurricd tothat fatall place 

Of London,where I know I muſtincſc 

My willing ſoul, which ſhall rejoyce when they 
That are my Fadges ſhall preſume to lay 

Their accuſations on we, andideclare 

My new-coyn'd faults with their. pretended care, 
And to advance their p/gts, they, hrit, inferre 
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lama Tyrazt, and a Murderer, 


Nay, 


ay, 
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Nay,and a Traytor too ; if io it be wy 
That I'm a Tyrant, where's :«v Tyranny ? * 
Or it a Murderer, | hece require (fie. 
T:- know whoſe blood it was that quench'4 my 
Suppoſe(but Heav'n forbi.!)it ſhould be true, 
It was againſt my God | find not you, 
Oh what an age is this, where ſeeming Reaſon 
Pretends to make me Traytor withouut Treaſon : 
Death, come, and welcome to my beart, I know 
That my Redeemer lives, and that 1 ow 


) 


' A debt to Nature, which cannot be pay'd 


Tilt chcſe condemned corps of mine ate lay'd; 
Now grief be gone,and let my comforts take 
Poſſeſſion of my /oul, awake, awake 

My (lumbring ſenſes, Ple triumph and fing, 

For [ have /ound, that Ne: th hath [oF her ſting z 
My foul informs me,thas I muſt Iay down 

This Mortal for a true immortel! Crown, 

Pm raviſh'd with delight, methinks I have 

A Heav'n within my boſome,to inſlave 

The Hell of torments ; grief muſt ſtand aloof, 
Not daring to approach within iy - oof; 
The pleaſures of this world do ſeem to run, 
And fly (like mifts) before the morning Sung 
They're all but tranfitor;,and can lay 

No claim to perpetuity,to a v 

They ſeem like meſſengers of Joy ; tomorrow 
They prove ſad Heraulds,) and proclaim a _—_— 
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As for the Joyes of Heat nthey far ſurmount 
My ſculs Arithmetick, 1 cannor count 
Thoſe numerous delights, which alwayes be 
Attendants to the ſouls eternitie : 
Thuu great Redeemer,to whoſe ſacred power 
I now addrefſe my ſelf, my long'd for bour 
Is almoſt come, there's bur a little blaſe 
Remaivus behind, and yet methiaks my dayes 
Srem tedious to my ſoul ; I long to throw 
This burden down, that prefseth me below, 
Bur fince thy pleaſure muſt be done, not mine, 
Call when thou pleaſeſt; for my ſoul is thine; 
Ple not reſiſt thy hand, bur kiſs thy rod, 
am the Creature,thou my gracious God : 

Come my indulgent Feyes, and let my breath 
Inhabit in your ears before my death, 
Thou Conſort of my heart, why doſt thou w-ſte 
Thoſe pearly drops, why do they make ſuch haſt 
To leave the ſweet poſseflions of thy &zes, 
What wilt thou make a watry Sacrifice ? 
Oh do not weep, Heav'n is not pl:as'd to ſee 
Thoſe gliding ſtreams , which trickle down for 
My tender babes, oh why do you ftand by, (am; 
And imitate your Mothers ſtormic eye, 
Reſtrain thoſe tears;for, every drop you ſhed 
Falls on my moyſi'ned heart, and there hath bred 
A brim hd fountain, which at laſt will drownd 


y 


My beart, and give your ſelves the greateſt wound, 
| = 
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Lt rot, oh let not, your ſad eyes expreſs 

So great a ſorrow fur my happinelle ; 

Cher up, chear vp,dear ſculs, and learn to keep 

Thoſe rears, or weep, to ſee your Mother weep, 

Weep not for me, I'm going to receive . 

Al:fling Crown, oh leave (for heav'ns ſake)leave 

Thoſe heart-infringi-g groans, why do yevex 

My Heav'n defiring ſoul, and thus perplex 

Your penfiv< hearts, forbear, and be appeav'd, 

Be not drjpleaſed with what Heav'n is pleas'd ; 

Oh how can ye expe& that hel fulhll 

Your large defires, if thus you thwart his will; | 

Come {mile upon me, an( that ſmile will give 

My beart a great incouragement to live, 

Death's but a' ix eedy pafſage from this life 

Unto a better,and concludes all ſtrife 

Between this Wor1d and us,whilſt here we draw 

Corrupted air, we're ſubjeR to the law 

Ot grief and care, which daily circumvents 

Diſcordious bearts with griping diſcontents. 

Be not dejefted at my death, but rather 

Rejovce to think that beav'n will be your father, 

Comfort your woefull mother tht hath been 

A carefull Parent, and my Joyall Bucen z 

Give her that full Obedience which is due, 

And heavn will be affe&ionate to you. 

Oh let the fear of God be alwayes plac'd 

Fefore your eyes; Lebvertne be imbrac'd ; 
What 
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What ere ye do, be careſull to reſerve 
A ſpotleſſe mind, which wwll at Jaſt preſerve, 
Your Heav'n-bred ſouls. let-nor your furies ra; e 
Into r-ve2x72,but !abour to afſwa fc I 
The flame- of anger. let them not a'pi-e 
Beyond your react! ; Paſfon's the worft of fire. 
Be not tc0 much addiRe3 th the hate 
Of any, but be wifely moderate, 
Andwhen your bands begin to undertake 
A confeque” tiall work, be ſure awake 
Your ſlam>*cing reaſons, Jatour to adviſe 
VVith Heav'n.and he will crown your enterpriſe 
VVith ti!ÞMnccefſe, and if your foes ſhould chance 
To gain the day, permit your thoughts to glance 
Upon your private Crimez,and learn to know 
Th' effeR can never abſolutely ſhow 
The juſinefle of a cauſe, for oftentimes 
Juſt Heav'n is pleas'd to puniſh private Crimes 
VVith publick means; God knows my cauſe was f 
And yet he lay'd my Armies in the duſt: (juſt, 
Shall I repine, becauſe 1 daily ſee 
My foes prevail, and triumph over me, 
No,gno, I will nor.they ſhall live ro die, 
V'Vhen I{ha!l dye to /ive and glorific 
The Generall of Heav*n, within whoſe Text 
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F hope to reſt, where Time will ne're be ſpent. da 
But now, ah now, theſe lips muſt bid farewed, or 


Mcthinks 1 hear (Deaths Orator) the Bell 
| Plead 
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le:d for an iſſue, and I muſt nat ſtay, 
Neath comesis aſt, and I muſt poitaway. 

« | Comethen my ten.c Babes, an? dearcit Spouſe, 
Thou that wert alwayes conftant to thy vows) 
nd let theſe ſhort-liv*d arms of mine inclolc 
ou all roge:her, c're | do repoſe 
ycarth ccfativated limbs; forbear 
oGdrench my farewell in fo large a tear 3 
y ocar Ke/ations, if my waſting glaſſe 
ford no ſund, 1 muſt be gone ; Alaſſe 
ears cannot hol.] my /cul, nd whon ay have 

ſe Pore priviledge to take, than he thar gave; 

unceſly Journte's almoſt ended, and I muſt 

ice Fake up an Inn, an.! lodge my ſelf in duſt. 

hen ſhine upon.,me with the beams of mirth, 
hat I may ſayg {wa 11rav'n on earth, 
pleaſing ſmilepr two will make me know 

Fain in d-athy but if in tears you flow, 

was Ph then —— 

juſt, WY 

——— But k:ow, my deareſt, Heav'n will be 
hiter h»sband for thee far than me, 

hou nteYit nor frar thy foes contrivirg harms, 

hey cannor keep thee from his folding arms, 

*they have done from mine: oh may we meet, 

da:e not ſay,within a winding- (beet; 7 

or | am ſureth\-{e weping bab-s will miſs 

Yunwelcome abſence of ſo great a bliſſe; 


lead But 
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But when my busband, heav*n ſhall pleaſe to bring 
Thy ſeul into his Quire, oh then we'l fin 
Prolonged Anthems,where we ſhall combine þf 
Our ſouls together, in a place divine ; (Cbanth 
Till then=—oh why, why does thy tremblingh 
Freez within minc ? Ah me, why doſt thou ſtand þ 
And gaze upon me? Arethy veixs afraid 
To entertain thy blood? has greef beeray'd 
Thy fainting heart to death ? wile thou precede þ 
My reſolutions? give me leave to lead 
The way to heav'n; Alafſe and wile thou dic 
Becauſe I cannot live ? caſt back thine eye 
LIpon thy R oya!l Iſſue, do but ſee 
How faft their fights do ſail intears to thee, 
Oh Tet the fight of them revive thy beart, 
Chear up, and give me courage to depart 3 

For they that die becauſe another dies, 
Ulſurp a death, and make themſelves a prize; 
Do not,oh do not thus torment thy ful 
For my departure, if you muſt condole, 
Condole my ſtay,my ſor! defires to be 
Diſsolyv'd (indulgent God) and reft with thee. 
A bed of Roſes,that's a fading fweet , 
Oh there's no comfort to a winding ſþeer, 
A Grave's the beft of Palaces, for there 
I; neither whining grief, nor pining care : 
Why ſhould we ſcorn this earth that entertains 


Our wearicd bonez,and hides us from our pains : 
Earth 
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1th is a place of worth, yet would I kave 
ot any dote upon'c,but for a grave : 
Now death march bravely on, and let thy dart 
ing a8 it flies unto my obvious heart, 
hat? art thou daunted ? doſt thou fear to kill 
kecauſe lam a King? what ? daunted till ? 
hy doſt thou Took ſo pale? what,art thou charm'd 
ly Majeſty : or has thy ſelf diſarm'd 

ly ſelf, or elſe art thou aſham'd to do 
© foul a deed, or wilt thou not imbrew 
hy ſhaft in Royal]l blood? Come lay aſide 
hy fear and ſhodf, or elſe my foes will chide : 
ut hold a while (nor do I bid thee ſtay, 
cauſe my ſoul's deſirous of delay) 
Ince more thou fole Commandreſſe of my breſt, 
Yraw near before | fall into my ref; 

pproach unto mezlet theſe lips of mine 

tail a farewell on thoſe cheeks of thine. - 

cep not, but Tet thy tender knees (alute 
| he ground with mine,let's labour toconfute 
dur ſorrows with otrr pray'rs, and recommend 
ur ſouls to beavy'n, whole glory knows no end; 
hou great,thon glorious,thou all ruling King, 
bou rock, thou fount ain,thou cternall ſpring 
WGrace ; we thatare clothed with the night 
K in, preſent our ſelves into thy ſight, 
nd with unfained bearts devoutly pray 
? hat thou would ſend thy Son to chaſe away 
arth 
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Our foul-abſconding cl» udr,th2t thou maylt tak 

A pleafureto b hoid vs, for his iak- 

VVebeg this necdiull gra e, in whom we know 

Thou art well plcaſ.d,and to whom we ow 

A debt unpayatle, oh the. cfore let 

Thy fatisfying wercy pay our debt ; (tun 

Oh hear our prayers, which firongly do impor 

Thy gracious pardon, though it was our fortune 
o be uufortunate,yect let us be 

Indulgent Fatber,fortun ic with t'ee, 

Forgive our youthtull xs , and ſpear ſome peac 

Unto our ſouls.and as our {ins encrea(l:, 

So let chy mercy,morc,and more abound, 

That having /-ft our {ins.thou may'ft be found ; 

Heal our back-ſtidings,gui.'e us in thy way , 

That fo our feet may never go attray; 

Oh bleſſe theſe blegings, which thy bleſied hand 

Beftow*'d apon meglet the:n fill the Land 

VVith good exampl-s,guard thein from their ſoe 

And fend them patience, whin thou ſeni'”ft the 

Hear me for thbem,oh God ,and them for me (woes, 

And hear our Saviour for us «ll, and be | 

A fatber, and a busband to them ail, 

And let meriſ- in mercy when 1 fall ; 

Strergthen their ſouls, and teach them to renue 

Their patiexce, when my (ou! ſhall bid adue 

To this infatuated world, oh {ct 

Their bearts ſeclude aliprief, for *ris a debt 


\ 
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hat mult be pay'd. let thy eqchequer take X 
© tanfuch i1]- coyn'd treaſure, as my ſoul can make; 

h grant (dear Father )this my great requeſt, 

hen take me when thou pleaſeRt rn thy reſt : 

d; now my Foyes be cheartull. let's create 
heav'oly mirth, and let our forrews wait 

pon Our pleaſures, I:t our warchtu!l eyes, 
tPOtBÞbſerve our Makers great immu-uties. 

ts firſt obſerve how his tree band provided 

or us, beſore we were.h-+w he divided 

he water from the land, aid made it drie 
oentertain our feet, »nd ate the shie 

oglve us light, and alterwards he made 

oor helpleſs Man , that ſucd:enly Eeray'd 
Iimſelf ro raine, and by deviation, 

bus'd the glory of his free Creation. 

t ſee the bounty of our God above , 

ho quickly turn'd his ary into love, 

d ſend a ipcedy balſowme to make ſoun 

he deadly anguiſh ot io deep a wound ; 

nd ſhall we be ungrateful!? Shall we not 
:member him.thar never yet forgor 

0 Pity ws, and (hall w: waſt our dazes 

rain coxtentions, and not give him praiſe 

It gave us his own Son? whoſe willing breath 
eleem'd our fouls from everlaſting death. 

aſs how miſcrable had we been, 

ad his ſpontanious death nor ſtept betweeen | 
Veng'ance 


now 
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Vengance,and ws, and (hall we then deny 
What herequires, if he command that 7 
Retire unto him,ſhall my ſoul refuſe 
To run unto him, and imbrace the news, 

Oa no,it muſt not, he's accurſt that ſhall 
Deſire to flay, if beav'n be pleas'd to call. 

Death has no ears to hear complaints,'cis vain 
To weep for that which tears cannot regain : 

You my ſad fland-rs by, when death ſhall ſe1d 

A Meſſage to my beart, fo:bear to ſpend 
Offenſive tears,but rather j9y that 1 
Am gone before you to Eternity, 

Where now methinks I (ce you al, and hear | 
The lofty Seraphims ſalute my ear 
VVith heav'n bred raptures, which does cv'a woe 
My ſoul ouc of my ears; ] longto6 goc, 

And fill my ſelf with melcdy,and ting 

Perpetuall Hellelyabs to my King. 

So; now wy waſting lamp b giiis to blaſe, | 
Come death and pur a period to my dayes, 
Let out my lije;that I may fly unto 
My.&od;and bid this loathed world adicy : 
Adieu vain pleaſures of unconſtant earth, | 
Adied falſe Foyes,and world-derived mirth : 

My det Relations, I muſt now expreſs 
A farewell to you all,and then addreſs 
My ſel/ to bear/#,within whoſe Cours I ſhall 

(My foul now tells me )ſhorily meet you « 
ill 
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Till then eojoy what Heav's ſhal! pleaſe to give, 
And rather ſtudy hoWv ro dye than hve; ._ 
Make uſe of time, and languiſh not in vain 
Thoſe hoxrs,which cannot be recall'd again, 
Comfort each other, and if fortune frown, 
Smile you at fortune, lay your ſorrows down 
Before the face of Hearn, and hel relieve 
Your pining wants; oh let your hearts not grieve 
e1d JFor ford and raiment, labour to be true, 
And he t hat feeds the Ravens will feed yeu. 
Oh let your morning thoughts be ſure ro mount 
To Heav*ns high Altar, give him an account 
Ot all your Agions, they which every day 
ake their accounts toGod prepare a way 
0 goto Heav'n, but time will give me leave 
'expreſſe no more, my ſoul begins to cleave 
nto a bleſt eternity, my heart 
Jeclares unto me, , that I muſt depart; 
me whets his fithe : oh do not ring my Kell 
ith ſighs and ſobs, farewell my joyes, farewell. 
So now the Load=/tone of this world ſhall have 
9artUVattrat my joul, I'le not enflave 
y ſelf ro earth, ſhall tranſitory toyes | 
urrept my ſoul from heav'ns eternall joyes ? 
Jh no, they ſhall not ; nowTle dedicate 
ly ſelf to thee (my God)who didft create 
th ſoul and body; thou that know'ſt the tho1ghts 
ill, Ind bearts of Kings,and numerates their faxlts 
Till D Pardon 


woe 
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Pardon what I have done amifſle to thee, 
Forgtve my enemies; Thou know'ſt 'm free 
From what I ſuffer ſor , thou know'ſt my hands 
Are clear from blood, thou know'ſt that my com» 
Were not tyranical,thou know'ſ my breſt (mand! 
Was never ſtain'd with Treaſon; My requeſt 
Oh God is this; that thou would't make them 
' (And timely fcel)what a moſt wilful blow(knoy 
They've given to their Conſciences; oh turn 
T heir flaming hearts to thee, which daily burn 
Againſt thy ſervants, cauſe them to relent ; 
And let their griefs induce them to repent, 
Be mercifull to them as they werecruell 
To me and mine, oh quench the blazing fuecll 
Of their defires,give them not their deſerts, 
But waſh my blood from their unfountain'd 
And as for me preſented to thy eyes (hearts 
Suppos'd (asan atoning Sacrifice.) 
By them whoſe ſev'n years malice have.contriv' 
My downfall when my body is diſliv'd, 
Receive my ſoul into thy glorious Tent, 
And make't a member of thy Parliament; 
Now farewell world,and dirt: compoſed Crewn 
Farewell carths ſmiles,and fortnnes ſurly frow 
Farewell to you that thus my life expel, 
Oh may my farewell, make you all fare well. 


Reader 


Reader 
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Reader the ſound of death hath made me ftart 
Out of my ſlumbers,and my wak'*ned beart 
T:embles within me : Oh what ſhall we do? 
Oh may I never dream to dream thus true ; 
Bit fince *cis {O, (kind Reader) Ictthy eye 
Survay the paths of his fad Elegis, 
Laviſh not out your tears too faft, but keep | 
A ltrong reſerve, your eyes muſt bleed or weep, 

Till then aditu, and when I meet thee there, 

Readeraſſure thy ſelf, ['le ſpend a tear. 
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That never to be forgotten 


CHARLES. 


THE FIRST. 


Hat; do I dream, or docs my 
fancy ſcatter | 
Into my various minde a reall matter, 


What ayls my thoughts? what uncorreRed paſfion 

Isthis,that puts my Sexſes out of faſhion? | 
Where am] hurried ? what ſanguinious place 
Is chis1 breath in, garniſh'd with diſgrace; 
Why ; what's the reaſon that my eyes behold 
Theſe waves of blood? does the red ſea infold 
My ſhivering body, oh what ſtormy weather 

- Wasthat which violently toft me hither; 

J Where am I now ? what rubicundus lght 
Is this ? that bloodies my amazcd fight ? 
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Y2 {| What Reformation's this that'snewly bred, 
And turns my white into ſo deep a Red. 
Awake my fency, come, delude no more, 
day, are my feet upon the Erpliſp ſbore ? 
Sure not; theſe are uſurping thoughts that reign 
Within the Kingdome ofa troubled brain : 
Ifthis be England, oh what alteration 
lately bred within ſo bleſt a Nation: ; 
My ſoul is now affured; forl ſee 
Thoſe loſty ſtruftures where mild Majeſty 
did once recide; abounding with a flood (blood. 
9 That ſwells(and almoſt moats them round) with 
ngland, ſad objeR, that wer't Iately crown'd 
ith a moft gloriousPrince;how art thou drownd 
my Royall blood ? was not thy maſter-vein 
Ppen'd of late, ah who can ftop't again ? 
ter, ook round about thee, and thou ſhale deſcry 
z0n [ow ev'ry face imports an Elegy. 
eview thy (elf, ſec how thou art ingrain'd 
ita guiltlelefſe blood ? was ever Land ſo ſtain'd 2 
ecdg muſt your hearts expeR a cloudy »1gbt 
ow Sol is ſet, and Cynthia wants her light : 
nd doſt thou think, O England to immure 
y ſelf in blood, and alwayes reſt ſecure ? 
)h no affure thy ſelf there is a hand, 
at rules above, which will corre& thy Lend: 
well advis'd, oh Nation, learn to know, 
VhaChat language cannot 4 blood ſhall mm 
3 
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All bearts,all eygz,all bands,all tongues, all Quills 
Will think, will weep,will write, & ſpeok theic wills, 
Vie not invoke, this ſubjg& will invitc 
Th' obdureſt hearts,and teachthat pen to write, 
Which neyer fram'da Letter, and infuſe 
The ſced of life into a barren Muſe : 
Thou Great intruder, tcach me to diftill 
An Eagles vereyes with an Eqgles quill : 
Raig'd by a fall.my Myſe begins to fing 
The melancholly farcwells of a King. 
And is he gone, did not the dolcfull Bells 
Diffolve, when as they told his fad Farewells. 
- The be gone? what language can there be 
Remaining in thig land, except, Ab me- 
Ah me,Alaghow is this rea» unbleſt 
In ſuch a loſe ?-—1 cannot ſþeak the reſt: 
My heart is full of arrows ſhot of late 
From the ſtiffe bow of 8 cammanding Stgte. 7 
Each wound ia mgrtah, yet in (pight af pain, 
Vie pull them out, and ſhoot them back againz þ 
And when wy tongue ſhall empry out my beart, {Ft 
Let death (ur prize mc with a (ingle dart, 
Fle ſtrive routface rebeltien ; and my cyes | 
Shall ſcorn all new invented Tyranuies. 
Sorrow will not be tangnerry'd,tides muſt run 
Their uſual cour/es, ill their trengeh is done : 
I have a fhream of grief within my breſt, 
That tumble up and down,and cannot reſt; 


Iam 


Us 
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lam reſoly'd (let death diſsewade) co f| 

What Reaſon diQates, or my beart muſt break, 

]|e mount the ſtage, let tanders by behold 

My a&ons, for my ſorrows muſt be bold: 

[tear not thoſe, whoſe powers may controll 

The language of my tongue, but not = ſoul ; 
Advance dejeRted jouls, hear reaſon call, 

let not the truth be paſſive;though we fall. 
Bluſh not to own thoſe tears, which you have ſpenz 
In private for a Publick diſcontent 3 
Let not your tongues be Pris'ners to your lips, 
When 7«fice calls, oh let not fear eclipſe ' 
The light of truth, rouſe up your ſelves,draw near 
Voen Juſtice finds a tongue, find you an ear. 
he dya's expir'd, bright So hath drawn his head 
Vithin the curtains of his Tetbean bed, 
Vhere ſhall we hide our flumbring ſouls, and lay 
bur wearied limbs,till he renews the day? 
day ! alas, have not our wretched eyes 
Seen a great fall, can we expeRta Riſe? (powr's 
Should Heav'n (who juſtly may) command his 
cxpell his ligbt, as we have _ ours, 
Vhat ſhould we do?VVhere ſhould we find a ſur 
hat have by too much doing quice undone 
Jur wilfull ſelves? by ſnuffing out that light 
Vhich he inſpir'd, ro guard us from the night 
fad confuſfon ; Ah how could we ſpoil 


| amfe Pare a lamp, and ſouſurp that oil 
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Which-was ordain'd tonouriſh us? We run 
Tolight a Candle, and pur out the Sun; 
In vain we waſte our times, and range about 
To look for new lights now the old light's out, 
We ſeck;and we way find;but heav'n knows when 
Old lights were made by Gogd,and new by men, 
Shake England, for thy Grand Upholder's down, 
Thy feet have lately ſpurn'd againit thy Crown, 
hy bands are daub'd with blood, one ruine calls 
n other to the others ſuxeralls : 
Deſtrufion thunders, and the earth is hd 
With dolefull echoe; ; blood tht hath been ſpill'd 
By unjuſt baxds (like Seas) begin to roar, 
As iPcwould take revenge upon the ſhore : 
The whiſtſing woods, and their ſubjeRed ſprings 
Sends forth Elegious 3lafis; each corner rings. 
With unaccuſtom'd ſounds; all things ex; reſſe 
(By their prognoſticating looks.) unhappinelle ; 
Deploring Philomel does now repeat 
Contriſted notes upon her Thborny ſeat, 
She has forgot thoſe ſweet noCturnall xotes, 
Which lately charm'd all jorrow, now ſhe dotes 
Upon her wofull, her prolixed tones, 
And finds no.ſweetneſſe in her bitter groans : 
The Commons of the gir conſpire to throw 
Their $cvergigy down, and will not fly fo low 
As formerly ;; but are xcſoly'd to be 
Oppuegnant to the Eagles Majeſty. 
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How pregnant is Rebellion every where, 
Not onely bere on earth, but inthe air.? 
Can thunder roar, and not the'lofty ſound - 
Be heard ? can Cedars tall unto the:graund, 
And not be ſeen ? can Mountains ſhiink away 
And not obſerv'd ? or can there be a day , 
Without a S«x, or can there bea night | 
Without ſome darkneſſe? can there be a light 
Put oat unwanted ? or can murtber be 
Committed upon ſacred Majeſty, 
Androtlawented ? ſure no humane beart 
Can be ſo brazen, as not ro impart 
Some ſorrow to the world tor ſuch a loſle, 
When gold is gone, how nſeieſſe is the droſſe : 
Now mournfuil Muſes light your Torches all, 
T'attend your plory to his Funera!l ; 
Shail your Mecexas dye, and you ſtand til], 
And not appear upon Parnaſſas hill ? 
Away,away, invoke Apolees aid, by 
Tell him th:t your Mecenas was betray'd 
To arrunlawtull deatb,and you dehire - 
To facritice a verſe ; And then retire: + 
Could Itranfl.te my heart into a verſe, 
I'de pin it with my ſout upon his berſes;> .. 
Could 1 command the world , Id'de make it burn 
Like a pure lawp upon his ſacred Urn :.. ..... | 


| Could 1 command all eyes, I'de have them make| 


(As a memoriall for Great Gharles his ſake) | 
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A ſea of tears that after-ages may - 
. Lament toſee, bur not lament to ſay," 
He di'd without a tear ; and it ſhould be 


Call'd the faſt ſee of flowing Loyalty: (fpend 
Could I command all hearts, Pde make them 


Some drops of 5ood upon his tomb, and ſend 
Millions of fgbs to Heav'n,that may exprefſe 

His death was —_— great unhappineſſe ; 
Could I command all tongues, Vde make them run 
Divifion on his praiſe, till time were done ; 
Could I command all hands, F'de ſtrike them dead, 
Becauſe they ſhould not riſe againſt their head. 
Could | command all feet, I'de/make them go, 
And give the Sox that duty which they owe 

To his deſerts ——— 


Fm in a deſart, and I know not where (fair 
To guide my fteps, that path which ſeems moſt 
Proves moſt pernicious to we,and will lend 

My feet a good pr en but no end. (next 
Great Charles, oh happy word, but what's the 
(Bad's th' application of ſo good a Text) 

Is dead ; moſt killing word ; what is he dead 2 

| Nay more,(if moremay be) he's murthered : 

| Ah then my thoughts are murther'd,my ſad cycs 

| Shall never ceaſe to weep his Obſequies : 
| Fde turn this place into a bubbling ſpring 
| Of briny tears; and then Fle freely bring 
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ASaccifice to ſorrow, which ſhall be - 

A flaming heart that's crown'd with Loyalty : 
Now could I ſpend an age in thoughts,and tyre 

The night with fgbs,methinks I could ipfpire 

Sorrow it {clf, and teach it to proclaim 

What ruirc waits upon our new-bred flame : 

But *cis in vain, perſwaſions have no power 

On them, whoſe reſolutions can devour 

Both Law and Reaſon, two moſt horrid Crimes 

In theſe pernicions, theſe contentious Times : 

Come then wy thoughts,and let us ruminate 
Vpon our [arrow's; oh unhappy Fate, 

Why didſt cbou ſouffe out Charles bis royall blaze: 
In the Aurorg of his well>-(peot dayes ? 

But *cis in vaip £o blame thee, for thy hand 

Cannot refrainto ſtrike, if God command ; 

Heav'n (aw he was tbo good to be cnjoy'd 

By us ; but not t00 good to be deſtroy? 

For his own g/ory ; Ler's rejoice, We had . 

So good a King ; but grieve, to think how bad 

We us'd his goodueſſe; We way juſtly ſay, 

He gave in mercy what he took away | 

In JFudgement,for his own commands appointed 

We ſhould not toxch(much more lay hls anointed; 
And yet we have (ay if our hearts had (worn 

To cantradi& bis will ) abuy'd and torn 

His own Vicegerent, to whoſe thr iving band 

He gave the Scepter of agloriqus Loud: 


Bur 
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But now (unhappy Lind) thy gloric's fled, 
Thy Crown is fallen, and thy Charles is dead ; 
Gothen,deplore thy (elf, whilſt others ſing 
Theliving vertes of thy martyr'd King ; 
His glory ſhall furvive with Fame, when they 
Shall Tye forgot'en in a heap of Clay 


That were the Autbeurs of his death, their bones 


Shall turn to aſÞes, as their hearts are ſtones : 
Bue did my toxgue exprefſe that they ſhould be 
Forgot; oh no, their long liv'd Tyranny 

Shall be perpetuall, hark, misfortune ſings 

The worſt of Tyrants kil”d the beſt of Kings. 

He was the beſt ; what impious tongue ſhall dare 
To contradi& my language, or impare 

His living worth, and they that go about 


To blaſt his Fame, oh may their tongues drop out. 


Pardon oh Hear'r, if paſſion make me break 
Imto extreams, who can forbear to ſpeak 

In ſuch a lawfoll cauſe? may we not claim 
A priviledge to'ſpeak in Charles hisname. 

Is any timerous ? then let them = 


Their language, and reſerve themſelves to weep : 


Is any joyfull ? let them keep their micth 
To pleaſe the Tyrants of this groaning earth. 
Ts any ſorr?let them keep their grief 

Till beav'n ſhall pleaſe co ſend their ſouls relick ; 
Didever Herd find ſo great a loſſe ? 

Wag ever Nation crownd with ſuch a crofſe ? 


Could 
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That could be more laboricus to convince 
The errours, of his [times , or contradif . 
The di&ates of his rage, or be more ftrick 
In his Devotions, ne're did Prince inherit 
So rich a Crown,with ſo inrich'd a ſpirit, 
He was the beſt of conquerours ; he made 
Conqueſts of bearts; alchough be was betray'd 
By ſome inferiour ſpirits which he found 
Had lately ftarted from the lowly pround, 
And were not worth a conqueſt ; yet he gave 
Them more reſpe:,than their deſerts could crave. 
None could obſerve during the time he ſtood 
Beſore his Pilates, that his Royall blood 
Mov'd into fury, bur his beart was prone 
To hear their ſpeeches, and retort his own 3 
But when they found his language did increaſe 
With ſenſe,he was defir'd to hold his peace: 
And ſome related that their furies bred, "of 
Becauſe his bat inclos'd his Royall bead. | 
Good God what times are theſe, when Subjefis dare 
Prefume to make their Soveraign ſtaud bare z, (place 
And when they ſent him from their new-made. 
Of Fuftice, baſc'y ſpit upon his face, 
But he, whoſe patience could admit nodate, 
Conquer'd their envies, and ſubdu'd their bate, 
Ah who could blame our Soveraign to decline- 
Their wayes, and ſ:y, wa ever grief like mine 2 
Joo 


© 


45 An Elegie. 
Firſt when his feet approach'd into the Fall,” 
The ill cun'd rorgues of Sycopbants would call 
Aloud for Faſtice, though they never knew 
What Fuſtice was , yer ftill they would renew 
Their moſt confounding, and diſcordious notes, ' 
And baul for Jaftice wich their ſface-like throats 
But he that Lamb of Patience, never vented 

A word of anger,bat with ſpecd prevented 
Their louder cryes, and with a pleaſing breath 
Reply'd ; if Faftice can be gain'd by death, 

Ye ſhall not want it, onely be conntenr, 

Ye may a8 ſoon endeavour to repent, 

As now ye do to ſpill my blood; adviſe, 

Your ſouls will ſoff r for your forward cryes ; 
Having thus ſpoke immediately he rept 

Unto the barre, where for a time he kept 
Himfelfin fence, like a ſun he fhin'd 

Amongſt thoſe gloomy clouds which had combin'd 
Themſeles together, plotting co diſgrace 

His orient liftre,and impal'd his face ; 

Ad with a thuridring voice; chey firft ſalute 

Hier ears with Tyrant, Traytor,and impure 
Murder vinto him, with a pleafing ſmile 

He look'd upon them, and a little while 

He madea'pimſe; but by and by, he broke 
His-fitene lips, and moderately ſpoke 

To thiveſt#, may I defire to know 

From whience this great authority doth flow 
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That yon pretend to aQt by? if it be 
Derivative ; I ſhall defire to ſee, 


-| And know from whom, till then I ſhall deny 


ats 
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To give my tongue a licence to reply: 

You are our Priyner Sir, you oughr not to 
Demand what your appointed Judges do, 

For our Authority, *tis known at large 

Unto our ſelves ; pray an{wer to your Chorgh, 

Or elſe we ſhall proceed. I thought Cave ſeen 
My Lords and Peers together, that had been 

A means to make my fading bopes renew, 

For moſt of them I know, bur none of you. 

As for my Charge,l own itas a thing 

Of ſmall concernment, asIama King 

You cannot try me, whas your new made Laws 
May do I knownor, have a care and pauſe 
Before you a in blood, ſtrive to convince 

Your ſtubborn. bearts,and know | am your Prince, 
Yare but abortive Judges, have a care, | 
Ye may be tangled in your own made ſnare : 
Proceed; ye can but throw me to the earth, 

They which parturiate needs muſtiownche birth, 
God knows my heart, *cis not my life,that:l 
Account of, but my Subje&$;Liberty, 

That's all that I deſire; —Sir now- we muſt 

A little interrupt you, "tis unjuſt 

A Pris zer (as you are) ſhould beallow'd 

$0 great apriviledge; yave difavow'd AY 
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Oc known Autbcrity, an4 make a ſpo:t 
Of reall Fuſtice, and affront the Court ; 
Feed not your guilty heart with ſuch del 1y, 
VVaſte no more time, for Juſtice will not ftay ? 


Pray give me leave to ſp:ak Great Charles reply'd 


You ought not Sir to ſpeak, w're ſatish'd 
Already of your guilt, you muſt prepare 
To hear your Sentence, and you muſt forvcear 
Your vain and weak diſccutrſes : Ts it ſo, 

He then reply'd; that I am forc'd to go 

Away unheard; Alas, 'tis not the voice 

Of death can daunt my breaſt, ye may rejoyce 
At my deſtrufion, though'you have no ear 
Toentertain my languagcheav'n will bear. 
Take notice people; that your King's deny'd 

To ſpeak : was ever Tuſtice ruPd by Pride ? 

Thus having laid the burthen of their pight 
Upon his head, they ſent him from their {tghr; 
But be (that was inſpir'd by h-av'n) did ſhow 
A countenance that did import their woe, 

More than a ſorrow for his death,his face 

VVas dy'd with honour, theirs with foul diſgrace, 
His patience was their paſions,and they found 
His minda Kingdome where his beart was c:own'd 
VVith conſtant love,oh that I could rehe:rle 

His living vrtzes with a living verſe : 

But now my Pen muſt leave bm fora time, 

And dwell upon the mountains of that crimy, 


EA 7 I ww —-—— 


VVhich [ 
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Which they committed,put a King to death ! 
Oh horrid afio#! what veremous breath. 
Pronounc'd thatfatall Sentence? may it live 
| Te poyſon Scorpions, and nor dar» to give 
y'd | Thelcaft of ſounds to any humane ear; 
Sure he was deaf himſelf and could nat her 
The cadence of his language, tor the ſound 
Had been ſufficient to inflit a wound 
Within his marble beart ; oh (uch a deed (Bl:ed 
Stabs Kingdomes to the bearts, and ;-1ken chem 
Themſelves to death ; to loſe ſo good a King 
By ſuch baſe mcans, will prove a viperous /ting 

o this deteſted Land ; — 


——— If Kings tranſprefſe, 
And proveTyrannicall,we muſt addrefſle 
Our ſelves to bean, and by our Prayers defire 
Th'affifance of his mercy to inipire 
Our fouls with true obedience, that we may 
Strengthen our ſelves, and paſfively obey 
What aZively we cannot ; for Kings reign 
'e; Wy God, we therefore ought not to maintain 
bur rage againſt them: he that ſhall controul, ' 
'd e aJions of a King, burthens his toul 
ith a moſt por:derous crime ; If ro ſuppoſe 
but 17 of Kings be {1n, oh how have thoſe (made 
[ranſgreſs'd that have deſtroy'd their King and 
lim ſubje} ro bad ſubje#s that betray'd _ 
hich o Their * 
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Their fouls to Tyranny : Oh Heav'n forgive 
What they have done, and let their ſorrows live 
Within their ſouls; oh make them to behold | 
Their errors 3 let not Conqueſt make them bold. 
Here ſtop my Muſe, let's labour to accoſt 
Our former glory, Charles, though we have loſt 

His Sacred Perſox, yet we muſt not loſe. 

His happy memory; Ah who c:n chuſe of 

But ſigh, when as they ſcar bis glorious name 

Within their ſerious thoxghts : it ever Fame 

Receiv'd a Crown ; It was \ram bim whoſe worth 
My wearicd Quill*s too weak to blazon forth ; 
And when the beſt of my endeavour's done, 

I (hall bur light a Candle to the Sun, 

Yet 1 will ſpend my ffrengtb; a fecble hght 

Plac'd by a greater,makes itſhine more bright : 
He wa?('tisnot unknown toall the earth) 

A Prince by vertue, and a Prince by birth. 

In the Exordium of his reign he (way'd .: 

/ The Scepter of this Land, (ill cime betray'd 

Cnpid to Mars) with a Majeftick brow, 

And made his chearfu}l ſubjeds hearts to bow 

In bonour, and it could not be exprelt 

Whetherhe rul'd bimſelf, or ſubje&s belt ; 

He was a Prince, whoſe life and converſation 

Impoveriſh'd vices, and inrich'd his Nation 

With good examples, bonour neyer found 

So ſweeta harbour, vertue never crown'd| 


. 
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So rare a beart; Leve reign'd within his eye, 
And there was cloathed with Divinity, 
Vertue,and Majeſty did ſeem to ſtrive 
Within his Royall breaſt which ſhould ſurvive 
In greateſt glory, bur *twas ſoon decided, 
Martha and Mary would not be divided, 
No more would they, there was a pmpathy 
Berween them both, for if the one ſhould dye, 
The other could nor live, they were combin'd 
Within his breaft, and could notbe disjoywd; 
Ob bappy is that Land, where Vertue ſþall 
Meet Majeſty within a Princes Hell. 
He was a King, not onely over land, 
But over Paſion, for he could command _, 
His Royall ſelf, and when approaching fronble 
Aſail'd his mind, his wiſedome would redouble 


His preſent patience, and he would allow 


The worſt of ſorrows, a contented brow z 


\ [His undivided ſout was alwayes free 


To propagate the works of prety ; 


His heart was ſtill atcraRted to good motions; 
By the true load{fore of his firm devotions. 
fle alwayes ſtudied huw to recompence 


Good deeds With full rewards : as for offence 


ſooner woul.! forgive it, than impoſe 
punifieyent ; his weekneſſe made his foes 
ow ſupertil.0us, and at laſt, they made 


private ſnere, and zealonſly betray'd R 
| F 2 The 
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The Lord of Englands life, whoſe free conſent 
Granted them a triennial Parliament 
To ſalve the Kingdome: grievances, but they 
Togk not the grievances, but Him away 
It could not be diftinguiſh'd which did reign 
Mars or Apollo moſt within his brain : 
He was a Ceſar, and the equall Faw? 
Of Jar and Wiſdome dwelt upon his Name 
' As for his Martiall parts, Egpe- hill will bear 
An everlaſting record, how his carc 
And reſolution did maintain that fight, 
Til day ſubmitted to th'incroaching right ; 
Although heav'ns General was pleas'd to bring 
Such {m4}: conditions to jograt a King; 
We uſt not judpe, that*tis ſucceſſe that can 
Procire be title of a Valiant man, 
For that. will but inftruR hive how to fly 
Upon the wings of popularity, 
As for his Theologick parts Imay 
Without preſumption abſolutely fay, 
He was afſ-cond Devid, andeould raiſc 
A lofty ſtrain to fing his Makers praile; 
Read but his Meditations, and you'ld find 
His breaſt retain'd a heav'n enamel'd mind : 

Now Reader, cloſe thine eyes, and:do not rea( h 
My following lines, except thy beart can bleed, |. 
And thou not dye ; ah here's a mournfull Text, 
Imports a deatb, ſuppoſe what follows next, 
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And "cis enough ; oh that ! coud ingroſſe 
The Lang uage of the world t'xpreſle this loſſe, (fall, 
Brerk bearts, weep eyes, Iiment your Soveraigns 
. JAnd let bim {wim unto his funera!l 
In SujeRs tears; vh had you ſeen his feet 
Mounrced the ſtage of b[ood,and runto meee 
The fury of his foes, and how his breath 
Proclaim'd a correſpondency with death ; 
Oh then thy diving beart muſt needs have feund 
The depth of ſorrcw, and receiv'd a wound, 
That Time could not recure, oh ſuch a fighs 
Had been {ufficient to have made a night 
8 [Within this little world, hadit thou but ſcen 
hat ſoul-defending patience ſtood between 
affion and him: with whit a picaling grace, 
As if that death bed bluſh d within bis face) 
| look'd upon his people which ſurrounded (cd. 
lis mourning Scaffold, whilſt his thoughts abounds 
Vith heav'nly reptures, his Angelick voice 
aught Joy to weep, and ſorrow to rejoice; 
ears blinded many, that they could not ſee 
) bloody, fo abhor'd a Tragedie. 
elook'd, as if he rather came to view 
Is Subjefls, than to bid;them all adieu; 
ear had no habitation in his brea(?, 
id what be Poke was readily cxpreft; 
av'ns facred Orator divinely eipp'd 
5 tongue with golden languages,and dipp'« 
E 3 His 


reac 


; 
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His ſoul inſloves fweet fountain, ſo that al 
That lov'd, adwmrir'd and priev'd to ſee him fall; 
Whilſt he (ſubmitting Prince) devoutly pray'd 
That beav'n would pardon thoſe that had berray'd 
His body to the grave ; as from his ſoul 
He had forgave them all, and did condole 
Their ſad conditions, having ſpent his breath, 
He yielded (like a lamb) unto his death, 
Much more he utrer'd, but my burthen'd ©uill 
Recoyls, and-will not proſecute my will; 
My Pen and I muſt now abruptly part. 
Pardon (0b reader) for love binds my beart 
With chains of ſorrow, let me crave what | 
Shall want in [anguage, that chou wile ſupply 
In meditation; but before I let 
My qrill deſert my band, le make it ſet 
This Tragi-comick period to my fory, 
- Charles liv'd in trouble, andbe dy'd in glory. 


FINIS:;: 


+ Habbakuk cop. 1. verſe13. 


Thou art of purer eyes (oh Ged) than to beboldevil 
and canſt not lookon iniquity : Wherefore Hokeft 
thou upon them that deal ereacheroufly,and botdeſt th 
Fongue when the wicked devoureth the man that is 
more righteous then they? " 


all 


> AN EP1TAPH 
Upon __ : 
C gines liave- kill'd their: Abel,laid 


H im underneath, whom they betray'd 

A nd forc'd to deatb;(Kinti Reader) know 
R eligion was his overthrow. 

L ament, lanient, this fatal! lolle, 

E ngland never had a Croſſe 

5 o gceat as this; let every eye 


K cep tears to weep his Elepze. j 
I may preſume to ſay a Tombe 

N ever had a richer wombe. 

G onot cill your ſorrows have 


0 fler'd tears unto his grave ; 
F ail notto ſpend ſome reall groans, 


E xcept your hearts are turn'd to floxes. 
N ow methinks his aſþes cryes 


G iltleſſe blood *s a Sacrifice, 


evit.{E 9ndon lately loft her heart, 
,okef4 2d is fick in every part, 
/ rb othing conld appeaſe but blood 


at 1 


A 


1 c«th took her King, and left a flood. 
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WEED C6 


ANELEGY 


Z's UPON 


The Right Honourable : the Lord Capel} 
Baron of Hadham ; Who was beheaded at Weſt- 
minſter,for maintaining the ancient and Fun 


miniall Laws of the Kingdom 
of England. | 


March the 9, 1648. 
Heu jacet aut ſatis vivit ubique ſuis, 


Iſfturbe me not, my. thoughts arc mounting 
To build a Neſt for Capes memory (high, 
Fqul that I am, I donor mean, a Neſt. 

No, nor a Kingdome neither, that's the leaft 

Of all my thoughts, It ig a world chat ſhall 
Berul'd by Capels ecbo, hollow all 

Ye,ſacred Muſes, and conſpire to bring 
Matecialls for this work and learntofings 
For ſhould ye weep,your eyes might undertake 
To drown that world which 1 intend to make. 

1 PRy't Forbcare 
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An Flegie, 
Forbear z your tears are uſcleſſe, you muff flow 
Gaze upon death with an undaunted brow, 
Capell has taught us how to entertain 

The pallid looks! of Mars, by him we gain 
The art of dying, and from him we have 

The Definition of a Noble grave 3 

Rare ſoul 1 ſay, -thy ever a&ive Fame | 
Shall build a world upon thy pregnant neme, ® 
el} | And every Letter of thy Name ſhall raiſe | 
 JAfpatious Kingdome, where thy amplepraiſe 

Shall be'recorded, every hearkning Ear 

Shall prove ambitious, and admire to hear: 

'T will be a glory when the world ſhall ſay, 

"Twas bravcly done, his Sovergign led the way, 

And he (as rallant Souldiers ought to do, 

March'd boldly after, and was alwayes true 

To ſacred Majefty; his Noblc breath 

Diſdain'd the fear of a Tyraxnick death 

ng | Death added life unto his thoughts, ſor he 

ph, | Contemn'd at life,though bought with inſeme. 

The very birds ſhall learn to prate andfing, 

| How Capel ſuffer'd for his Royall King. 
Rouze then ye ftupid ſons of Morpbexs ; let 
This ſhining Sun of Exglifþ valour ſet, 

And riſe within your horizons,your bearts 
I mean, and teach you how to fing in parts 
e& [The Anthems of his worth; oh underfland 
That this was hc, whoſe death hath fill'd the of 


; 
4 


x 
od s 


58 An Elegje. 


With living ſorrow; this was he,' whoſe glory * 
Shall lerid the world an everlaſting ſtory: ''' 
You luſt-obeying Tarquins, that permit 
And tolerate your pleaſures, ro commit 
Adulterated atons, and command 
England, our por Lucretia, to ſtand 
Subjc&to your libidinoys deſires, 
And cannct help her ſclf, heaven grant your fires 
May ſoon expire, that at the laſt we may 
(Like Tarquins) ſee you baniſh'd quite a way. 
Say, will your hung'ry appetites receive -* 
No fatisfa&ion? have ye vow'd to leave 
No noble bJood?. Alas bow can your meek - © 
And retidet conferences; thus roar , and ſeth _ 
Like greedy Lyons, ſcenting up, and down 
To find your prey in every Royall Town. 
Where is thay zea/ which was in former times 
A golden pretext, to your drofly crimes? 
Doe ye not think of been? have you forgor 
There isa God; or will ye own him not; 
Where is Religion, (your upholder) fled ? 
What? is that murtber'd too; or have ye ſpread 
A vaile upoh ber that ſhe may not be 
Obſerv'd, or own'd, but in xeceſity, 
Has not Religion all this while maintain'd 
Your unjuſtcauſe? what money's ychave gajh'd 
Wag far Religions ſake, which fil! fiwply'd 48 
Your wants, but now vOre full, that's lay'd afide; - 
Unhappy 
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Unhappy is tat land, whoſe People brags, 

That they have put Keligion up in baggs. 
Money prec. des Religion now;'bur ſtay 
P: ecipicating quill, I've loſt my way, | 
Nay, and my fubj:& too, how came my minde 
Thus much to deviate? oh where ſhall | finde 
My former ſubje&? ſhall my thoxpbts abjeCt 
His memory, and own him with Negle& : 
No, no, they ſhall not, come my Muſe,repoſe, 
Lets think upon our Friend, aod let our foes 
Remember us, Capel!, thy worth ſhall fill - E. 
The black- mouth'd concove of my mourning quif.. 
He was a Pope, bur receiv'd his harme 
From Tyrants, not from Ceſdrs noble arme, 
He had an Army in his minde, could call 
Vertue to be their bold-fac'd Generall; 
He had ro Pride,no fattion to create, 
Or nurſe drvifjion inhis peacefull ſtate; 
He had a Court of Juſtice in his breaff, 
But not to tyrannize, or make inqueſt 
Afrer the ſons 6f Loyalty, or brin 
Illeg.ll Zudgments, to their Jegall King, 
He had a heart, that never ug'd to hide 
The heate of envy,or the flames of Pride; 
He had a Conſcitxce never us'd r exat 
Upon a widdowed Kingdorme, or extrat 
The treaſures of a Nation, to defray 
His own deſires, he never ad toplay 
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The Devil in the habit of a Saint, 
Or teach his Agitators how to paint 
A vice with pleafing colours, or prepare 
His ready eyes to {hed a zealous tear 
With a falſe beart, he never ftriv'd to pleaſe, 
And turn the peoples hearts with Peters Keyes ; 
And to conclude, he never would defire 
. Other mens fell to maintain his fire ; 
Now Reader, thou haſt heard he had a mind 
Not Morgag'd unto beſeneſſe, but inclin'd 
To honourable aious ; It was he 
That was the Embleme of true Charitie, 
Yet ſome unworthy fpirits bave expreft 
He was a ſon of Rome becauſe his. breaft 
Was filld with pity, and would ſtill relieve 
The Poore, whoſe wants inftrufted him 60 grieve, 
Falſe arc thoſe baſe reports, he was a man 
Alwaycs reputed a great Puritan, 
And not a P«pift, and he had a care 
To have that hated Book of Common Prayer 
Read to his Family, himſelf would joyn 
His aid to any thing that was Divixe ; 
The Church did ſeldome fail to entertain 
His Noble ſe/fand his domeſtique train , 
Untill chis bleſſed Reformation ſpread 
It ſelf abroad, and firack Religion dead ; 
And then indeed his Conſcience would refuſe 


To let him hear ſome Rebfbrkeb abuſe 
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His Gods Anneinted, and his rea?! beert 
| Could not endure to hear time- ſervers dart 
| Arrows of envy at his King, and rail 
"4 Againſt his Conſort, lab'ring to intail 

'} Diſgrace upon their #ames, and fill the earth 
'4 With heaps of errours, and rebellious mirth © 
| Theſe things his beart abhor'd, he could nor hear 
{| His King abuſed with a patient eor: 
{| He was the ſoul of Loyalty, his mind 

Was alwayes «five, for he ftill inclin'd . 
His thoughts to goodneſſe, ſtriving how to bring 
Peace to his Countrey, bonour to his King ; 

He was a mas that alwayes us'd tofly 

Upon the wings of true ſollidity ; 

He was compleat and rich in every part, 

His tongue was never traytor to his beart z 

But now, ah now ( | ſhall make death too proud 
To ſpeak it)he hath lately left this cloud, 

This world of exvy, and is gone Cinherit 

Thoſe joyes which wait upon a Noble pirit : 
Now,now he's gone to beans ſublimes Court, 
Where Fuftice lives, a place where falſc report 
Shalf find no eers, a place where none ſhall dye, 
For being rich or wiſe; there Loyalty 

Shall be reſpeRted; there, the weeping eyes 

Of Orphans ſhall be pitied, there the croes |. 

Of Ladies pleading fer their Lords ſhall ind 

A full reſpe&; where Vertae in refin'd, .... 
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There maſt be bappineſſe, oh think but where 
It is, (kinde Reader) and brave Capels ther'e, | 
There, there, he re#s, who ſtoutly crode the ſtage 
Ot Blood, whoſe life, whole death, no age 
Will-ever paralell, his courage gave 
A life to deatb, and pleaſure to a grave *: 
He had a pleaſing comntinance , his face 
Did ſeem to bluſh, but *twas for theic diſgrace, 
And not his guilt,he never ſeem'd tC expreſſe 
The leaſt of feare, but hafted to addreſle 
Himſclfto heav's, and like a agge, he bay'd 
At his unſatiated hownds, and lay'd 
His life beſore them, and'contemu'd: their power 
Becauſe he knew, they on'y could devoure 
His lictle world: but for his ſoul, that wenc 
Before a more conſcientious Parhament, 
Where now he reſts in peacefulnelle, - and doubles 
Hispleaſures, whilſt:his foes ſurvive in troubles, 

here reſt heraick Capell, and enjoy 
Thoſerich delights, which time cannot deſtroy; 
Reſt tbou, whilit'thoſe are:re/leſſe, which deuy'd 
To ler thee reſt on earth, whoſe hearts arcty'd 
In bloody fetters, which conglutinates 
Their ſouls, and:leads theto to the work of fates, 
But now my quill growes weak, 1 muſt forlake 
Theſe fable paths, I dare not undertake 
So great:ajourney , for my feeble pen 
Begins co ſtagger, grief can tcach me whem 


I ſhall 
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] ſhall begin, but will not prove my friend, 
| And lead my ſorrows to a peacefull end; 
e | My thougbts increaſe, this ſubje& would infuſe 
' [| Ayouthfull Life into an ancient aſe Or 
My hearys compos'd of raptures, and my bend 
Ives ew ſtrength;,merhinks |. could command 

The ſpacious world, and teach it to exprelſe 
His praiſc on eertb,though not his ha pinelh 
| In heav'x,where now Ile Teave him, and retire; 

Vie ceaſe to write, and praftiſe ro admire, _ 


Te have killed, and condemned the Tuft; wid be doth 
#ot reſiſt you. Jam. 5. oY 
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Upon 


The Right Honourable, | Sa & 


A towre is fallen, and it lyes L ao , 
R epreſented to vhy eyes : 


gm—_ ———Y — — — —_— he 


7 hcrefore, Reader, if thy breath Ng 
H ad intereſt in his death? X 


UV nfix thy thougbts, and poft away a2 
R ea[on forbMfls a Tyrants ſtay : 


_ L aviſh out your hearty cryes, py 
O pen wide your flowingeyes, 
R ecord his worth, and let all beets 
D oate upon his living parts : 


A nd not lIabourto proclaim 


; | 4 P erpetuall praiſes to his worth, 
ky 23: 


7 C an any think upon his Nawe, | | 
1 
B 


F bearts to ſet him forth ; 
M* : ecall wen ſay,and not repent, 
oe, here lyes Murthers Complement; ir 
| Dignum lande virum Muſe vetg) - 


ors, ——____ 
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The Enemies of PE ACE. 


Eace,peace,Rebellious/; pers you that cry 
Advance Mecbennicks,down with Majeſty. 
Ceafe your vain wiſhes, may ye Never reſt -- 
That love no Peace;nay,may. ye ne're be 
1 hat envy $10#; ah! ſhall Sons glory 

Be thus abſtrafted, and thus made a ſtory. 


| IToafee: ages? hath your hungry zeale 


Devoured all your ſenſes, at one meal? 

What do ye mean? do yeintend to try 

A Reformation with Phlebotomy; 

Or has your hell-bred thoughts found out a way 


To turn a Canaan to a Golpotba ? 
F Huh 


66 - A Curſe. 
* Hath the Tartarian Counſeller invented - 
Such thriving plots, that cannot be prever:ted, 
Leave off baſe a&s, Mechannicks, and begin 
Todeali upcightly,and reforme within - 
Bury your aged crimes,and then go call 
Your ſtragling ſenſes to the funeral! : 
Thus 1 adviſe you, if this will nor doe, 
 Afure your ſelves, Vie learn to curſe ye too. 

May beav'n, whoſe frowning countenance doth 
An angry re{glution, overthrow (ſhow 
You and your prick-ear'd Progeny, and wake 
Your children ſuffer, for their ons like ; 
' May ye all beg, and wandec up and down 
Like vagabonds, be laſh'd from Town to Town; 
And may the Loadſtones of your crimes attradt 
Ten thouſand plagues, and may thoſe plagues exat 
LIpon your laviſh joxls,let io1pious Fate 
Bluſh, if ſhe chance to make you fortunate. / 
May torments purſue torments,and ſtill grow: 
Til Ritbmer ch be non-pluſt, and o'cethrow 
Your Treaſon-loaded hearrs; And if this Curfe 
Will not ſucceed, may't yeeld unto a were 
For you, that this declining age may ſce 
The ju/t rewards of your impietie : 
Let baſeneſſe be entay[d upon your namex, 
Too ſtrong for all recovery; Let ſbames 
And laſting infamiesremaine | 
In deeper Charaers than thit of Cain, 


May 


ry 


oth 
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at 


ſlay 


May your fouls burn,till beav'n (hall think it good 
To quenchthem in your generetions blood, s 
That all the world may heare you biſſe and cry, 
ko lov'd no Peace, in Peace ſhall never dye. 
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FAREW ELL 
To England. 


Ngland,farewell;th'affe&ions that I bear 
To thee, I cannpt name without a ter; | 
| muftbe gon,mytroubÞ'dConſcience loaths 
To ſtaine it's welfare with thy new-made | 
Heav'n knowes my beart,[truly hatc diſorders(oath' 
And pitty them that live within thy boarders: 

As for my ſelf; I cannot ftoop fo low, 

To be ſubordinate to them, I know 

Are but inferiors, though they have of late 
Converted Monarchy i into a State; 

Though beav'n conceales his anger for a time, 
Giving them leaye todote upon a crime z 


{I 


- / . Py ” *. 


The Authors farewell to England. 
A day will come to plague their, ſouls,and then 
They'l prove bur devills, in the ſhapes of men. 


And ſo farewel poor England, quite farewell, 
IV bere Furyes reigne, there needs muſt be  Helt: 
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Anglia, jam quantum, quantun mutats vetuſt as, 
Nnc capt es ſceleris, qui caput orbis ergs; 
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ae : 1. © Dorns. 3F 
+ On the death bf Bis Royal Majeſty Charls late x; 
| WY Ehg'and; Oe. | IJ 


FA7 Hat werit yeoutto ſce? adyingKing? 
. Nay owe | fearan Angel "4" =. ng 

+ But what went you toſee? A Prophet (ldin? 

 Nay;thit and nivre;a miartyr'd Sovcraign; 

' Peacetothat ſacred duſt ! Great Sir,our frars 

Have left us nothing but obedient tears 

To court your hearſo; and in thoſe pious flouds | 

”.. Welive, the poor remainder of our goods. | 

Accept us in theſe later obſcquies, c 

The unplundred riches of our hearts and-eyes, þ 


4 
” 


( 


For in theſe faithfull ſtr: ams and emanations Þþ 

+ Ware ſubjects filltbeyond all Sequeſtrations. h 

: fre cry more than Conquerours: malice ls 
arc 


er cſtates,but hearts will Rill obey; (mayfil 
Theſe as your glor!'s yet above the reach, I 
Of ſuch whoſe purple lines confuſion preach. 
And now( Deerr Sir ) vouchſake us to admire 
With envy your arrivall, andthat ®Puire 
Of Cherubims and Angels that ſupply'd | 
-Qur duties at your eryumphs: where you ride $ 
t Toesrend Ovationi:. h 
Rich as the conqueſt of threeruin'dNations.( hence [a1t 
©  - But 'twas the heavenly plot that ſnatch'd you | 1 
# - Tocrown your ſoul with that magnificence Of 
| > And bounden rights of honor, that poor carth [Th, 
© Could only wiſh and ſtrangde inthe birch. If 
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—— 


Such 


DPoerrs..: "oo 7 Y . 


Kingſh picicd emulation! Rop'd he; bluſh)! + '-'” # 


our ambitious ſhame, noa»ſaited ws. 
r where ſouls a& beyond mortz{licy, 
ver only can performe thas Jubilee, - 
We wraltle then no more, hut bleſa your day 
nd mourn the anguiſh of our fad delay © 
at fince we Cannot add, we yet hay heie. | 
atred in clay: Yet Jonging to appear 
peators of your bliſs, that being ſhown 
ads Ince more, you may embrace gs as your @WA- 
here never envy ſhall divide us mores! -: ' * 
or Cit; tumwults, nor the warlds;uproar. 
8, Pitancternall huſh, a quict peace 
ls without end, ſo ſtjll ja the increaſe + ' 
hall Jull humanity aſleep, and bring 
ls equall ſubjeRs to the beay ly King 10 25% Yd 
may Jill when Ple curn Recuſent, and forkwear | - | 
| Calvin, for there's Purgetgry here. 7116Þ 
Ire _4n Fpitopb, 


Tay Paſſenger : Bchold and ſee 

The widdowed grave of Mqefty. ' : 

hy trembleſt thou, here's thac will make;' : - 

nceJAll tm our ftypid ſouls to ſhake, | 

ou | Here lies cntomb'd the ſacred duſt 
Of Peace and Piety, Right and Juſt. 

| JThe blood. 

M Df a good King *twixt hope and fear 

uc 


(O ſtart thou nor tohear? ): : -. ) # 
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- Shed, andharried hence to bee 
= The miracle of miſeric. | 
> AddetheillsthatRome can boaft, 
 Shrifcthe world in every coaft, 
- - Mix the fire of carth and ſcas 
- With bumane ſpleen and praRti ſes, 
'v To puny the records of time, 
- By one grand Gygantick crime, | 
I ſwell ic bigger till ic {queeze 
F The globe tocrooked hamsand knees; 
* Here's that ſhallmake it feem to bee 
- *But modeft Cbriftionity. 
by The Lawgiver, amongſt his own, 
+ Sentenc'd by a Law unknown. 
£ Voted Monerthy to death - 
# By the courſe Plobian breath. 
* The Sovereign of all command 
@ Suffrings by a Comment hand: 
A Prince, to make the odium more, 
{Ofr'd athis very door: | : 
© "IT ehead cut — —a5Fq to ſec'r! 
- —awodcdience to the feet, 7 | 
& Andy wh) le you watt Bd v0. 
» Ifthou haftfaich co think it fo. | 
eeleffic no further then this ſacred Clay, 
it leet flumber till the Zudgwrent day. 
12 TORR Als on earth, its not denyed, 
tie firſt that for Religion dicd, 
29+; FINIS. . 


